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A Yorkshire Tragedy, 

on, I haue rid him {imply, I warrant his skin ftickes to 
his baekc with very heate,if he fhould catch cold and 
get the cough of the lungs, I were well ferued, were I 
not ? What Raphe and Oliuer. 

Am. Honeft fellow welcome ifaith, what tricks 

haft thou brought from London ? 

Furntfht with things from London. 

Sam . You fee I am hangd after the trueft fafhion, 
three hats, and two glafles bobbing vpon them, two 
rebato wyers vpon my breft, acap<2afe by my fide, a 
brufh at my backe, an Almanacke in my pocket, and 
three ballats in my codpice, nay I am the true picture 
ofa common firuingman. 

Oliuer. lie Iweare thou art, thou maift fet vp when 
thou wilt, there’s many a one begins with lefle I can 
tell thee, that proues a rich man ere he dies, but whats 
the newesfrom London, Sam ? 

Raphe. \ that’s well fid, what is the newes from Lon- 
don, S irrah. My young Miftreflekeepes fuch a pu- 

ling for her Loue. 

Sam.Why the more foole {he, I, the more ninny- 
hammer fhc. 

Oliuer. Why Sam, why ? 

Srfw.Why he is married to another long agoc. 

Faith ye ieaft. 

Sam. Why did you not know that till now ? Why 
bee’s marriedjbeates his wife, and has two or three 
children by her : for you muft note, that any woman 
bcares the more when flieis beaten. 

Raphe, I that’s true, for (he bearcs the blowes. 

oUuen 
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Oliuer. Sirrah Sam, I would not for two yeares 
wages my young Miftrelfe knew fo much, fhee’d run 
vpon the left hand of her wit, and ncre be her owne 
woman againe. 

Sam. And I thinke {he was bleft in her Cradle,that 
he neuer came in her bed, why hee has confumed all, 
pawnd his lands, and made his Vniuerfity Brother 
ftand in vvaxe for him 5 There’s a fine phrafe for a feri- 
uener,puh,he owes more then his skin is worth. 

Oliuer. Is'tpoffible l 

Sam. Nay,ile tell you rooreoucr, hee cals his Wife 
whore, as familiarly as one would call Moll and Doll, 
and his children baftards, as naturally as can be, but 
what haue we heere ? I thought twas fomething puld 
downe my Breeches : I quite forgot my two poting- 
ftickes,thefecamc from London, now any thing is 
good heere that comes from London. 

Oliuer. I,farre fetcht you know. 

Sam. But lpeakeinyour confidence ifaith, haue 
not we as good potingfticksith Country as need to 
be put i’th fire, the minde ofa thing is all, and as thou 
faidft cuen now,farre fetcht is the beft things for La- 
dyes. 

Oliuer. I, and for waiting gentlewomen to. 

Sam. But Raphe, is our Beere fowre this thunder ? 

Raphe. No, no, it holds countenance yet. 

Sam . Why then follow me, lie teach you the fineft 
humor to be drunk in,I learnd it at London laft wceke. 

Amb. Faith letsheare it, lets heare it. 

Sam . The braueft humor,twould do a mangood to 
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